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engaged for such a prize as I would challenge all the
noble sciences in my own defence.

about practising with his sword.

Enter AIMWFXL, CLARE, and
Aim. I cannot spy them yet ; pray Heaven no disaster
cross our project.

Clare. What thing's that walks about the door?
Aim. One practising, I think,
The postirres of a fencer.

Tutor. Things occur worthy consideration. Were I
best to speak before I strike him, or give him blows, and
tell him the reason afterwards? I do not like expostula-
tions, they proclaim our anger, and give the enemy warn-
ing to defend himself; I'll strike him valiantly, and in
silence.

Clare. What does he mutter ?

Aim, What business stays him here ? some treachery. ?
Tutor. Being resolved to strike before I speak,
'Tis worth my judgment, whether fist or sword
Shall first salute him : I'll be generous,
And give him first two or three wholesome buffets,
Which, well laid on? may haply so amaze him,
My weapon may be useless ; for I fear,
Should I begin with steel, her very face
Would force me make too deep incision,
And so there may be work for sessions :
I like not that, as valiant as I am :
Killing is common.

Aim. They are in sight! down, down ! oh, my ravished
soul ! what bliss is in this object I                       [f&tirfs.

Tutor. Ha ! they are coming ; 'tis she and  the old
mfEan ; he has but a scurvy countenance; I have the
advantage in the first blow, and I should be very sorry
he -should beat me in the conclusion,
Clare. Why does this fellow stay?
Tutor m I must on; she has spied me through her
mask: